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Vallis

These thirty years, and he was young again,
Drawing in hauls that mocked the night of stars,
Bending his oars against the eddying tide;
Hoisting defiant canvas to the gales;
A man in all things equal of the sea.
I left him then. There seemed no place for me
In the room where the old man strove to keep immured,
Beyond the grasp of Time, his youth; the gift
That he, in love, had rendered to the sea,
And in these baubles thought he had reclaimed.